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Goodnight 


"In the beginning, God created the heavens andthe Clash!" Mick smiled playfully. "Naw, I'm kidding. In the 
beginning, God created the heavens and the earth." 


He looked up from the worn leather bible in his hands. Topper was curled up in his lap, Paul was propped up on 
some pillows in blue boxers, and Joe was sitting Indian-style with a warm cup of tea in nothing but his 
underwear. They had all taken hot showers after the show and Joe's hair was still wet. He insisted that 


everyone else go before him, even though he was the most tired. 


"And the earth was without form, and void; and darkness was on the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God 


moved upon the face of the waters." 

Paul had opened the window of their hotel room, and the quiet pitter-patters produced by the rain soothed 
them all. Looking outside, London was still busy, but muted and distant. It was almost three o'clock, but the 
boys were still up. It was Sunday, and on Sundays Mick read them the bible. 


"And God said, let there be light. And there was light." 


Joe took a long sip of his lemon and honey tea (it helps his voice). Paul took a long puff his cigarette. Topper 
curled his hands tighter into the fabric of Mick's shirt. 


"And God saw the light, that it was good: and God divided the light from the darkness." 


Joe finished the last of his tea and pulled himself under the covers of the king sized bed. Thin sheets were all 


that covered him. 


"And God called the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. And the evening and the morning were the 
first day." 


Paul had gotten under the covers too, now, and held gently onto Mick's arm. Joe was clinging onto Topper like 
he was made of gold and Topper had fallen out of Mick's arms. When he realised Joe's eyes were closed, he 
carefully switched off the light and Paul shifted the pillow. 

"Goodnight," Joe said sleepily. "I love you guys." 

"You, too," said Paul. "We all love you." 


"Mhm," Topper agreed. "That's right," Mick said. 


And the Clash fell asleep, happy (but very cold). 


